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and found a Captain Lucas of the Guards bleeding on a
couch. It was a quarrel about an E. O.8 table, I don't know
what. This officer had been struck in the face with a red-
hot poker by a drawer, and this morning is dead. So are
hundreds of peach and apricot trees of the influenza; but
methinks I am writing a letter like the casualties at the end
of a reign in Baker's Chronicle. He would have interpreted
them into judgements and portents; now they are only
common occurrences, and will be forgotten to-morrow, with-
out disturbing civilized society, Beligious times breathe a
browner horror on everything; philosophers write folios
against immoral times; but, when a nation is perfectly well
bred and indifferent, no enormities shock anybody; and,
when they have made an article in the newspaper, are
mentioned no more than the clothes at the last Birthday.
I should not have ventured to tell you half my paragraphs,
Madam, if you were not a country body of a week's standing.

2320.   To JOHN NICHOLS.

SIB,                                          Berkeley Square, June 19, 1782.

Just this moment, on opening your fifth volume of
Miscellaneous Poems, I find the translation of Cato's speech
into Latin, attributed (by common fame) to Bishop Atter-
bury. I can most positively assure you, that that transla-
tion was the work of Dr. Henry Bland, afterwards Head
Master of Eton School, Provost of the College there, and
Dean of Durham. I have more than once heard my father
Sir Eobert Walpole say, that it was he himself who gave
that translation to Mr. Addison, who was extremely surprised
at the fidelity and beauty of it. It maybe worth while, Sir,

8 i.e. even and odd, a game of popular with all classes, as it was
chance sai.d to have been invented supposed to be beyond the reach of
by Beau Nash. It had lately become the laws against games of chance. 1801; m. (Sept. 24, 1782)
